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INTRODUCTION 


TO 


AN ANTHOLOGY OF RECENT 
BATES VERSE 


It is very evident that this little book of recent 
Bates verse must venture forth modestly,—modestly 
and yet somewhat buoyantly. However obvious its 
faults, it may well be confident of some pleasing vir- 
tues. Between its covers are found dreams, moods, 
ideas which somehow managed to get themselves car- 
ried over into expression. For most of us it is in- 
finitely easier to meditate on what we should like to 
say than to make the attempt actually to become articu- 
late, so that the very act of poetic creation is in itself 
a victory. Therefore we welcome these “efforts” to 
give something like adequate utterance to thoughts 
which might all too easily have been allowed to perish. 

We also feel grateful for the sincerity which under- 
lies so many of these poems. There are, to be sure, 
occasional false notes, several attempts to “be poetical”, 
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INTRODUCTION 


but in the main youth valiantly tries to be honest. If 
at times we are surprised by a touch of cynicism, let 
us hope that it was only a temporary attitude; but let 
us also remember that while it lasted it was probably 
depressingly engrossing. Cynicism there may be, but 
very little bitterness. 

In the collection as a whole there is a pervasive 
tone of seriousness, a quality suggestive of Matthew 
Arnold’s insistence on “high-seriousness”. The “cold, 
hard world” has evidently been more than a meaning- 
less phrase to many of the writers, who, lacking per- 
haps in subtlety of diction, have at least managed to 
give us a sense of the idealism with which they have 
faced life’s somber facts. 

One other cause for congratulation is found in the 
abundant evidence that after all the student mind has 
not been completely impervious to the impressions of 
beauty which the campus and the surrounding country 
so abundantly supply. As we watch exuberant lads 
and maidens go wandering over the hills, we are apt to 
take it for granted that they do so merely “lest arms 
and legs want play”. But here we see that there is 
some approach to what Wordsworth calls the highest 
reaction to nature, the philosophic, with its stimulating 
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influence on thoughts that lie almost too deep for 
words. 

If nature is something that arouses the under- 
graduate, the section called “Alma Mater” would seem 
to indicate that absence from campus for a time is 
necessary to make the heart realize what college means. 
With one exception the poems in the section are con- 
tributed by graduates. Our students are too busy 
being Bates to write much about what it signifies to 
them. 

We feel that Mr. Jakeman is entitled to our thanks 
for the compilation which he has so carefully made. 
It is indicative of the poetic expression which has 
found its way into the Bates publications of the last 
decade or so. We know that much creditable verse, 
serving its use in class or in club, has never reached 
the printer. This little volume reminds us that we 
must give the students richer opportunities for the 
expression of those thoughts and feelings that can find 
adequate outlet only through the music of poetry. 


Epwin M. WricHT 
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SECTION ONE 


LITERARY 


MUSINGS 
Musings 


There’s life and life and life ahead of me. 
Here, thrilled with the breath of Autumn, 

I wonder what it may bring— 

Will birds always sing—will flowers grow 
Row on row for me? Or will they be 

Wild, as they are here to-day? 

But what matters it? There’s happiness. 
One thrills as much from wild-grown flowers 
As from the hot-house rose—ay, more. 

So on, thou willing songster. Sing for me. 
From that tree your song is sweet. 

Those flowers are fragrant and life is ahead of me. 


Life and life and life I have seen. 

Here, chilled by an autumn rain and alone, 

I wonder why it should be that the songs that spring 
No longer ring happily on my ear. 

I wonder why the fragrance of flowers 

No longer sets me aquiver with a godly thrill. 
Ah! such chill, such lonely desolation 

As is wrought in my soul by disorderly flowers, 
Or even flowers row on row. Oh, I know 
Now that life is like the joy of colors 

Blown from a bubble pipe till 

Suddenly it breaks and dies on the grass 

Like the bubble from the bubble pipe. 


RCo i27 
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ERRAVI 


I have erred 

Yes, in fact, I have sinned, 
But in my misdemeanors 

I have found some solace, 
For I have experienced 
The temptations to which 
Other men are exposed. 


And, in the future, 

Will I not be less critical 

In estimating my fellow-man, 

If perchance I should be called to judge, 
Because I have erred? 


E. R. McD., 
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Sometimes I think, when breezes blow 

All soft and balmy as the summer air, 

And stir to life the tree-hands, green with leaves, 
Or blow with fitful gusts that strive to kill, 

That Fate is like a ruthless wind 

Which blows the green leaves of men’s lives 
To-gether so—now near, now far, 

And tosses some below, and some exalts; 

And whips some madly in its storm-tossed grip, 
And some permits to slumber, gently swayed. 
Oh, in the Tree of Life let not me sleep, O Fate! 
Let me be tossed and driven, bruised and hurt: 
So only can I know the hearts of other men 
Who have been hurt, and knowing understand. 


G. W. 
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WINTER 


W inter 


The snow lies soft in tiny crystal flakes, 

Each like the pure white petal of an apple blossom, 

Crisp and cool and lovely to look at, 

Holding myriads of glittering, jeweled rain-drops. 

The ice sheathes every twig and branch, 

Making them shine like silver filigree 

And the sun, creating a silver thaw, 

Makes each twig a rainbow, each branch an aurora of 
color. 

The frost touches the cold window-panes, 

Fashioning exquisite pictures of silvery trees and 
fairies, 

Miniature sketches of beauty and loveliness. 


D6 Tbe AS. 
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SCIENTIA 


Scientia 


I took my question of those things sublime, 

That men have pondered since the dawn of time, 
To one who claimed to know. 

He glibly launched upon his mighty theme 

And said of worlds and space and things supreme— 
© “Tis so and 3so."” 


I took my question of the unseen things 

To one whose knowledge was acclaimed by kings 
And men of every land. 

He paused impressively—then turned on me 

His learned look: “My son, you could not see 
Nor understand.” 


I came at last to one who had in sooth 

Unclosed the book of secrets and all truth 
That wisdom can bestow. 

I asked him all the how and where and why 

Of things, but this was all he would reply— 
“T do not know.” 
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MEMORIES 


Memories 


With a sigh of contentment, that’s full of delight, 

When the wind whistles round, and the wild stormy 
night 

Seems to rule o’er the world, then but little I care, 

For I’m safely encased in the old morris-chair. 


In the glow of the fire-place, ruddy and warm, 
I’m safe from the fury of wind and of storm; 
And then in the heart of the fire’s bright gleam 
I focus my gaze, then forget,—and I dream. 


Then the world is forgotten, I’m carried away 
On the swift wings of fancy; I laugh and I play. 
And a land full of happiness, care-free and bright, 
Appears to my view, and I pause in my flight. 


Now I’ve finished my journey, I’ll wander no more; 
For I’ve come to the place called Memories’ shore. 

And I’m happy, of course, for I’ve traveled, you see, 
To the land that we know as the “What used to be.” 


Yes, they’re memories vain, and I’m wasting my time 

Is, of course, what you’ll say when you're reading this 
rhyme. 

But the fact still remains, and you cannot deny 

That we like to forget—and to’ dream—you and I. 


Charles Hinds 
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“JUNE” 


¢ ‘lune’ 2 


My cat and I walked up a hill 
Upon a mad June morning; 

We both were on Adventure bent, 
For we heard something calling. 


My cat found prey in a little mouse 
That scuttled and squealed and ran; 
She chased a toad with foolish jumps, 
And ran from a dog of sand. 


She leaped and played with her own long tail, 
With sidelong looks at me: 

She gazed intent at a roving ant, 

And questioned what he might be. 


But I! Ah, how my heart did dance 
To the tune of that blue sky; 

I lifted my head and sang a song, 
And laughed as the birds flew by. 


GaWear27 
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WANDERING 


W andering 


Let my weary mind 

Quaff freely from the inebriating nectar 
Of soothing Morpheus, 

So that my indolent spirit 

May wander aimlessly 

Into the realm of unrealities. 


Here, aloof from the passing throng, 
May I dream my idle dreams 

To my own contentment, 

And tho im part 

I sense their impossibilities, 

Yet the very conception 

Lends me joy. 


Ee RaMeD> 
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L’AMERTUNE 


I? Amertune 


Dry leaves 

Swirling down dusty streets 
To end 

In sodden heaps 

Under snow. 


They are my vain hopes. 
Before they fell, 

Faded in charm, 

They were beautiful to see. 
So. were my hopes, 

Before their rosy tints 
Were changed 

To the drab nothingness 
Of Failure. 


Chester W. Walker 
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THE WINTER MOON 


The Winter Moon 


The moon rides high on its still, dark trail,— 
’Tis an old moon, a cold moon, 
And it travels a winter’s sky. 
In its paths the wraiths of the air come, weeping, 
And the shapes of the night are like shadows, creeping, 
Ready to hide it bye and bye 
With their thin, dark mist like a mourning veil. 
Now out of the night—a dim host sweeping— 
The clouds draw near in a silent throng,— 
The light clouds, the night clouds, 
In a leaguered host of gray. 
But—the troops of the air all torn and tattered— 
The conqueror shines on an army shattered, 
And through it rides on its silent way. 
For the night is short, and the way is long, 
And the hosts of the air are swiftly scattered. 


The moon rides high on its swift air-steeds,— 
’Tis an old moon, a cold moon, 
That travels a pathless sky. 
And my heart is out on the high trail, straining 
For some dim goal that it’s never gaining; 
While the restless moon is riding high 
Through a thousand shapes that it never heeds, 
Till its journey’s end and its light’s own waning. 


Dorothy W. Clark 
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FROM YESTERDAY 


From Yesterday 


A withered flower, 

A grim regret, 

A wistful yearning 

To forget 

Is all I have from yesterday. 


A shattered wing, 

A broken flight, 

An airy starling 

Must alight 

And feel the pangs of yesterday. 


A bleeding heart, 

A tortured soul 

That clamors madly 

For Death’s dole 

Is my return from yesterday. 
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A PRAYER 


A Prayer 


God save me from uncaring mood— 
The calloused soul,—the scars 

That shut out beauty as a cloud 
Passing before the stars. 


O God, but quicken Thou my soul 
To know the wonder-thrill 


When I but look upon Thy Face 
In trees and birds and rill! 


Amy Blaisdell, ’23 
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CHANCE 


Chance 


One night I played at a game of chance 
Where fools bid with the wise. 

And as I played in this game of luck, 
Life took me by surprise. 


The players were bold with thots of gold, 
And their faces grim and grey. 

But how I prayed and how I made 
To toss this life away. 


The clang of the hour in a far-off tower ; 
I breathed, “‘the hour is here’. 

But still they clung to their fiendish fun; 
And my brain grew numb with fear. 


The lights burn bright thru endless night ; 
And the chances go and come. 

But tho I play and my life I pay, 
This game is never won. 


Cr, Jak, 13), 20 


NIGHT 


Night 


Out where the twisted trees form 
An eery pattern against the sky, 

I make my bed by a clear black pool 
Where the moon and the stars abide. 


And my Lady of dreams sits by my side 

Singing wonderful lyrics to me 

Of samite-clad knights and castles on hills and 
Maidens weaving tapestries ; 

While eolian zephyrs waft harmony 

With the melodies my Dream-Lady sings, 

And her perfume-haunted breath strokes my goaat face 
As soft as a mother’s caress. 


The gnarled trees sway and swish their leaves 
And night-birds in the shadows trill; 

While the moon in the pool grows mistily. dim 
And the starry taper-lights wink. . . 


But, ah! the light of day comes all too soon; 
The misty moon wanes and dies, 
The candles in the heavens all go out 
And the pool grows gray, forsaken. 
Now I to my bleak toil must return 
Like Prometheus to his crag; 
For my Lady of Dreams has fled with the night, 
Not a ghost of hope remaining. 
Rebs 
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Thy words are nuns 

That downward look 

And do not show 

The thoughts and feelings down below 
Crowded out of sight. 

“T love you”—see 

How gray they go 

And do not show 

The passionate ardor down below, 
Crowded out of sight. 
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THE SILVER HIGHWAY 


The Silver Highway 


I’d follow the whitened highway, 
A road of moon-made light, 
Over the hills and the valleys, 
On such a night as to-night. 


The stars are a flock of silver, 
And the moon a herder of beams, 
The earth a shining carpet 

With a softly gleaming sheen. 


The dew-covered grass is shining, 
And the roadway stretches through 
A path of silver enchantment, 

A way for me and you. 


A path for us to wander, 

On a silver, mystic night. 

Oh! I’d follow the trail to the end of the world, 
On such a night as to-night. 


Se dite, Za 
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MELANCHOLIA 


Melancholia 


Snow flakes fluttering against the window pane, 
White fingers crawling, stretching, seeking 
The warm room within— 

The yellow lamp-light within. 


Human souls fluttering against life’s window panes, 
Ghost fingers seeking, begging, pleading 

For the warm room within— 

The yellow lamp-light within. 


G. V. Osgood 
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PHILOSOPHICAL REFLECTIONS 


Philosophical Reflections 


Life, they tell us, is at best 

A travesty—a cruel jest 

That carries us, first, on the crest 
Of fortune; then we, like the rest, 
Are tossed aside and broken. 


Death, they tell us, is but mirth, 

Ox-horned Satan; to us rebirth 

Shall be denied, and we become a part of earth 
From which we sprang, or else to enter by the firth 
Of black, forbidding styx, and float on endlessly.- 


G. and H., ’26 
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“UNFOUND” 


“Unfound” 


From an ethereal height, 
Over wild crystal springs, 
I hear from below 
Eolian-like murmurings 
That come - - - go. 


As on pinions I descend 

That the source may be found, 
Hark! and behold! 

They cease to resound. 


The lunar rays glisten 

Upon earthly creations 

As in vain I listen 

For those wayward vibrations. 


With grief in my heart 
And tear-swollen eyes, 
From earth I part 

And re-enter the skies. 


PAW 2S 
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If we could only know what lies before us, 
The joys, the struggles, the hardships, 

We would try to make life better. 

But the ways of the world are varied, 

And we seek, not always to find, 

For the hand of fate guides us 

Into life, to fit and to find. 


1b eh Jol Qa 
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O’ FRIEND 


O’ Friend 


If you forgive, why then forgive with all your heart— 
Do not condone my fault or say 
It is forgotten now.— 
I do not feel forgiven, 
I feel excused or passed by. 
But if you will, well try to understand 
And see the reason and the humanness 
To grant me pardon from your understanding heart— 
Why then—I am forgiven! 


Ibe IM, 2 
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A MALE QUARTET 


A Male Quartet 


A male quartet on a moonlit lake 

While the stars are shining bright; 

And the glistening waves their curtsies make 
To the beauty of the night. 


A paddle gleams with its silver drops. 
It dips—and they glide along. 

We catch our breath and the whole world stops 
As they sing, “Love’s Old Sweet Song”. 


And then it’s “The End of a Perfect Day”. 
’Tis a favorite, old and fine. 

Again we hush, and well we may, 

For they sing, “Sweet Adeline”. 


A male quartet on a moonlit lake 
With the waves’ caressing kiss. 
While stars above in their glory wake,— 
Ts any greater bliss—than this? 
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MAINE WINTER 


Maine Winter 


The skies are dark and leaden-hued, 
The leaves from the trees have flown. 
Upon the hills, once brown and nude, 
Stealthily white flakes float down. 


The pines stand forth in dark array, 
Upon yon hill their green tops sway. 

They are the trees that make Maine great, 
The winter kings of the Pine Tree State. 


S. Williams, °29 
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MY HOUSE ON THE HILL 


My House on the Hill 


I often think, as I stand apart 
From the crowds that scurry by, 
How Id love to live on a hilli-top 
And so be nearer the sky. 


I’d stretch my hands to the heavens, 
And, although I’d never touch, 
There’s some delight in knowing 
I’m closer by just that much. 


My abode doesn’t have to be lofty: 
If it stretches up over the trees, 
My soul is filled with comfort 
And my spirit rests in ease. 


I'd sit and muse by the hour 

On those of earthly life; 

And wonder if all this commotion 
Is worth the turmoil and strife. 


I’d see my friends in the city, 
Enwrapt in smoke and din; 
While my abode upon a hill 
Is free from care and sin. 
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MY HOUSE ON THE HILL 


And Id finally reach the conclusion, 
That to struggle and strive is broad. 
But to dwell serene, on a hill of green 
Makes a man appear like God. 


The ‘‘Hook”, 
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“MAKE BELIEVE” 


‘“Make Believe’ 


You say I make believe too much? 

I wonder : It helps to “make believe” 
When realities hurt. 

The pal you thought was true—isn’t. 
What will you do? 

Sit down and weep? 

T’ll “make believe”. 

Another. pal comes along; 

He’s the same. 

It’s nothing new. 

You lose your faith—but I? 

Never! I “make believe” — 

And you say I shouldn’t. 

I wonder: and as I wonder 

I “make believe” I have a real pal 
Who is never false; 

He is tall and strong and fair. 


I dream of firelight ...: and love... 
And laughter ....and home... . and— 
I am happy. 

Are you? 


Billy Carll, ’26 
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YOUR PAL 


Your Pal 


He doesn’t jeer as others do 

When things go wrong; nor laugh whene’er 

You tell him of your hopes and dreams: 
Your pal. 


Some how he seems to understand 

The things that others blame you for; 

And when they sneer, he praises you: 
Your pal. 


He glories with you in your pride 

Of some success that you have won, 

And cheers you on to greater work: 
Your pal. 


You wouldn’t trade for kings or queens 

The one whom God has given to you, 

Who somehow seems to understand: 
Your pal. 
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PERSEVERANCE 


Perseverance 


They say the race is to the swift, 
The battle to the strong; 

The fit survive and run the course, 
The weak drop out e’er long. 


Then you of mighty sinews wrought, 
All powerful and strong, 

Why did you slip in the mud and mire, 
Beneath the passing throng? 


And you, you weakling of stature frail, 
How did you keep the pace, 

And labor on to the bitter end 
And finally win the race? 


Not all are strength and muscle and brawn; 
Courage and ardor play their role, 

And then, tho weak, may carry on 
Whose eyes are fixed on the distant goal. 


Wo 18, ID. “Dsi 
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HILLS OF MAINE 


Hills of Maine 


A pleasure land— 

These hills of Maine. 
Rough-hewn and lofty, they 
Scoff at mortal cares and pain, 
In their bluff way. 


Joy runs rampant 

In these hills of Maine. 

Joy—In Summer, dancing 

To the Pine’s softly murmured strain— 
In Winter, laughing at the blasts’ icy sting. 


Winter! the crunch of snow 

Beneath a maid’s dainty heel. 

On a crystal throne King Carnival reigns, 
Chuckling while sleigh bells joyfully peal— 
“A pleasure land— 

These hills of Maine.” 


“Heck” 
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TO— 


To— 


I have been nothing, 
Just a butterfly, sipping the nectar of life 
From the hearts of roses, the chalices of lilies, 
Flaunting my gaudy, translucent wings 
In the sunlight of a summer afternoon; 
Mirroring the purple of rainbows, 
Reflecting the orange of sunsets! 
At times you have been dazzled— 
I have danced before you—led you awry; 
You have thought me beautiful, 
And called me a superior soul; 
Compare me to a lotus flower 
Exhaling virtue and goodness! 
And all the while, I have been deceiving you, 
Trying my best to hide from you 
The secrets that have been troubling my heart; 
I have been wearing a mask to hide the lines, 
The shadows, character has writ all over my face; 
Veiling the flames of desire—the passion to possess 
That has been creeping up always 
As a light in my eyes! 

ak ek ok 
To-night you caught me naked; 
I wore no mask. You saw me and knew. a 
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TO— 


I have been nothing, 

I came into your life, 

Caught your eye—amused you for a time. 

Now that you know, I shall flit out of your life 
Crushed, bruised, broken; 

I shall go out of your life and be forever forgotten ; 
I have been nothing, 

A butterfly sipping the nectar of life 

From the hearts of roses—the chalices of lilies— 
I have been nothing, 

And yet, I have been everything. 

I cannot, will not forget. 
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AIR CASTLES 


Air Castles 


I saw a little snowdrift, beside an old stump fence, 
Constructed so minutely for a wintery defense, 

I thot it so exquisite, I put it in my mind, 

And built an airy castle, all snowy silver lined. 

I looked again, but lo, it had drifted from its place, 
And my azure, airy castle, straightway fell into disgrace. 


L. Rogers Pitts, °31 
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Us 


US 


These are the things in life I hate: 
Hypocrisy and deeds unfair. 

I hate that one who comes to me 
All smiles 

And when he goes does all he can 
To hurt. 

I hate those people who 

Are never fair 

With friends of theirs 

Or with themselves. 

I am a hypocrite—I am unfair 
That’s why I hate myself 

And hate you, too. 

When I cry out, “Friend, Friend”, 
I always think, “Not only those 
Who cry, ‘Lord, Lord’, 

Shall all be saved”’. 

I think that, too, when I hear you 
Call, “Friend”. 


Faith Blake, 
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THE METEOR 


The Meteor 


Last night I saw a meteor 
Aflame across the sky, 

And live in frantic splendor 
An instant, and then die. 


This morn I saw a babe asleep 
Within an incensed room. 
To-night I saw the flowers weep 

Upon an old man’s tomb. 


Valery S. Burati 


AD VALOREM 


Ad Valorem 


For others, Life and Love and Laughter, 
Only gibes and bitter scorn for me; 
They procured what they went after, 

I failed and earned their mockery. 


They followed furrowed footprints out 
And muttered glib, worn sesames ; 

I went alone and searched about 
Strange skies without discoveries. 


They stoop at paltry shrines and hail 
Aloud their tawdry Ganymedes ; 

I worship far-off Gods and veil 

My paternosters in my deeds. 


They won the laurels, flags are flung 
Aloft to flaunt their tinselled fame; 
But I, with bent head, walk unsung 
To live in mockery and shame. 
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If autumn leaves but stood for thoughts, 
And scarlet ones were thoughts of truth, 
Where would you find a scarlet leaf 

Not stained and mottled in its woof 

By colors far more clearly seen 

Than scarlet thread of truth, between? 


EMEoLeBe 
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OLEDF ERD IERS 


Old Letters 


Why do you talk of bitter things 
And chide me with the past? 


Why do you mock me for a fool 
And mocking hold me fast? 


And why recall a youthful dream 
If you may not recast 

Within the mold of here and how 
The dream-stuff of the past? 


Why do you talk? Why think at all, 
If thinking makes me sad? 


Why do you grin and leer at me, 
If leering drives me mad? 
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MY HEART 


My Heart 


I don’t care what my heart said yesterday, 
To-day it’s singing, oh, the gladdest song: 
“TI want to live, I want to learn, I want to love!” 
I know that wishing these things can’t be wrong. 


The birds are piping it upon the bough, 

The waves are splashing it upon the shore: 

“T want to live, I want to learn, I want to love.’”— 
And suffer, too, if there is something more. 


I don’t fear what my heart shall do or say. 

She’s just a little gypsy vagabond, 

Who wants to live, who wants to learn, who wants to 
die, | 

When love has passed into the dim beyond. 


54 


THE FLUTE OF PAN 


The Flute of Pan 


Over the hills in the country, 
Far away from the shore, 
Down in a verdant valley, 
Rich in an old time lore, 
Dwelt an old god by the river, 
Enal the name of it, 
In whose flood, rushes quiver ; 
*Mid which the wild birds flit. 
One day the god of the river, 
Sitting out in the sun, 
Watched the reeds all quiver 
And, stooping, picked up one. 
Broken and touched to his lips,—lo 
Gently he breathed out a strain; 
Gaily the notes came floating, 
Singing down hill and lane. 
Ever the god of the river, 
Playing his reedy flute, 
Gathers his hearers about him 
Who listen breathless and mute. 


Rep Sedge 
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SUNSET 


Sunset 


While standing in his armor, golden-gleaming, 

All day this heavenly monarch guards his hall; 
But when at night he feels the need of slumber, 
He silently descends, his labor done; 

And as he throws his dusty shield and buckler 
Against the filmy clouds upon the wall, 

They shed over all the sky their bright reflection, 
As pebbles ripple water at their fall. 

Then fast he shuts the great gates of the palace, 
And darkness settles down on all within; 

But high upon the battlement he places 

The silvery-armored stars. They keep the place © 
From harm. Thus goes to rest the weary sun; 
While silence softly hushes all; and then 

The darkness reigns, save when the armor gleameth 
Of those above, who guard this hall till morn. 


lily Lae oy PAS, 
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I THOUGHT I HAD FORGOTTEN 


I Thought I had Forgotten 


I thought I had forgotten 

What is now a memory 

And laid at rest forever 

That fierce expectancy 

Which made me leave my reading 
To run quickly to the door, 

Each time there was a knocking ;— 
But no, you came no more. 

And so I learned to dampen 
Gleaming fires within my eyes 
And at the sound of footsteps 
Beat back the hopes that rise 

And fall, like waves at evening, 
Softly, sadly on the shore. 

At dusk last night I saw you 
Like shadows at my door; 

I thought I had forgotten 

What I remember more. 


Dorothy Burdett, ’30 
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A LA HORACE 


A La Horace 


Just let me sing of anything 

That deals with love, of wine, of spring. 
Such is my style. I could not write 
Of fearful war, nor of the fight 

Of gods and giants. These are themes 
That enter not my idle dreams. 

The very essence of what might, 

For me, be truly termed delight, 
Would be to linger by a stream 

That gently flows, and then to dream 
Of pleasing love, and banquets fine 
With ladies fair and flaming wine. 

Of heavy themes—let others write, 
But as for me, I choose the light. 


61 


Longevity 


LONGEVITY 


Statisticians tell us 
Would we lengthen life, 
Surest way to do it 

Is to find a wife. 


But haste not to marry; 
Learn truth while you may; 
Life is not made longer,— 
It but seems that way. 


Anonymous 
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Love 


LOVE 


A bit o’ cryin’, 
A bit 0’ sighin’, 
A bit o’ tryin’, 
A lot ’o lyin’! 


63 


THE CAN 


The Can 


A dawg there was, a lazy houn’, 
Whose shaggy hide was dirty brown. 
His tail, if one might call it such, 

So short there really wasn’t much. 
Some boys did tie to this short tail 
The remnant of an old tin pail. 

In vain he tried this thing to lose. 

It wouldn’t go—it didn’t choose 

To be left thus. A door he spies. 
Thinks he, “There my salvation lies”. 
He thot just right, for sure enuff 
The place was where they sausage stuff. 
The butcher with a smile quite wide 
Cut sausage from that dawg’s inside. 
The can was left at the back door 

As it had often been before. 

The junk man, as he looked around, 
Found this old can upon the ground. 
Thinks he, “This will my fortune make”. 
To Henry Ford he then did take 
This stove-in can, this piece of junk. 
Says Henry, “Sure, this isn’t punk. 
Upon four spools I'll place it thus, 
And make a new Ford jitney bus.” 
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THE CAN 


He bought the can and filed it down, 
And now it runs around the town, 
Where once it was a humble can, 
Kicked ’round alike by dawg and man. 
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Stoicism 


STOICISM 


When youre all out of luck 
And the profs treat you rough, 
When term bills are due 

And things look mighty tough; 
When your sky is o’ershadowed 
And all sunlight has fled— 
Cheer up, old fellow, 

You'll soon be dead. 


When oppressed by all people, 
Befriended by none; 

When your best crush has fallen 
For another cne— 

When the venom of ages seems 
Poured on your head— 

Buck up there and smile, Bo, 
You'll soon be dead! 


Each cloud has a lining 

Of silver they say; . 

It always is darkest 

Just before break of day, 

But of all consolations 

I’ve written or read— 

This appeals to me—‘‘Cheer up, 
You'll soon be dead.” 
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AN EXORBITANT ECSTASY 


An Exorbitant Ecstasy 


Let me loose, Oh Muse! I’m wild! 
I ooze with boiling glee! 

Let me get a whiff of comet’s dust 
And play with the nebulae. 


Strap me high on Pegasus, Muse, 
And cram me full of Romance. 

If they stick in the mud, remove my shoes, 
And brush the dust off my pants. 


Let me drink the cream of the milky way 

And sit on constellations. 

Let me bask in star shine every day. 
Away with regulations! 


Let me out—let me loose in a hurry. 
I’m wild, Oh Muse. You know it. 
Tho’ I am a blooming fool—why worry? 
At least, I’m a blooming poet. 


H. W. Manter, °23 
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MON HOMME 


Mon Homme 


Will the same quiet laughter be there in your eyes? 
Will you smile when I open the door? 

Will you still understand all my sorrows and joys? 
Will you be the same pal any more? 


Will you look in my eyes with the same look of Love? 
Shall we meet in the soft nights of June? 

If you fail me and let a cloud pass o’er your face, 
You are fickle, my man in the moon. 
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BLESS US 


Bless Us 


Lawsie, when the spring-time comes 
A peepin’ o’er the hills, 

An’ those awful winds of winter 
Don’ no more give me chills: 

Then ma heart turns over ’n over 
An’ ma soul just seems to sing 
With the trees ’n birds ’n flowers— 
Bless us! MHere’s the spring! 
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OF COURSE 


Of Course 


I puzzled my astronomical brain; 
All thots seemed to be quite denied, 

I just couldn’t guess or guess how to guess 
What might be on the moon’s other side. 


For, as you may know, the moon turns in a way, 
So that half of it’s never in sight. 

But oh! what a feather would be in my cap 
To make a guess even half bright. 


And so I repeated aioud to the walls— 
“What wouldn’t I give if I knew?” 

And then I found out in the simplest way, 
So I had no more puzzling todo. 


For my little nephew—four learned years old, 
Was shouting, up close to my chair, 

“Why don’t you know that? I always knew that! 
It’s nothing but Mr. Moon’s hair!” 


Jit 1, Wily, “POY 
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SECTION THREE 


ALMA MATER 


FOR HATHORN 


For Hathorn 


A song of praise for Hathorn, 
A song for Hathorn Hall! 
In spite of long seniority, 
It stands up straight and tall, 
And while new buildings rise about, 
Still towers over all. 


A song for good old Hathorn 
Which all of us have known; 

Within its walls so many seeds 
Of memory were sown 

That in our hearts it holds a place 
Peculiarly its own. 


For here to “Monie’s” classes 
With eagerness we'd flock ; 

And here we came to listen 
To “Dutchy”, and to “Doc”; 

To Doctor Tubbs who made us gasp 
With wonder-breathing talk. 


But room would fail to give them 
Fit tribute in this space— 
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FOR HATHORN 


“Birdie”, Prof. Gould, Prof. Ramsdell, 
And kind Professor Chase, 

J. Murray, Sammy, Freddie 
Of the so smiling face. 


More true and helpful friends than these 
Professors, there are none 

In colleges; and here we ask 
That heaven’s benison 

May rest on each and.all of them— 
On each and every one. 


A song of love for Hathorn, 
For dear old Hathorn Hall; 

Long may its clearly ringing bell 
Succeeding classes call; 

Honor and praise and happy days ° 
To Hathorn—from us all! 


Alice Lawry Gould, 
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ON THE THRESHOLD OF RAND 


On the Threshold of Rand 


Spirit of Youth, so fragile, yet so brave, 

Breasting unscathed the rushing tempest wave, 

But crushed like tender flowers by touch unkind, 
Here thou shalt find an everlasting home, 

Where Laughter wanders through the happy halls, 
And Friendship’s soft familiar footstep falls, 

And dreams of youth are born, and Fancies roam. 


Stay here among the laughter, dreams and lights, 
Where all is changeless through the years’ swift flights, 
And carefree spirits pause—are reverent. 

Where music floats from muted strings at dusk, 

So it shall be, if ever comes the day 

That we shall lose thee in life’s stress, we may 
Returning find thee here and be content. 


Dorothy Clarke Wilson, ’25 
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FOR PARKER 


For Parker 


Four-square and solid as a granite block 

Where wind and rain and snow have carved their way, 
Stands Parker, and no inner blast and shock 

Of mighty rough-house cause her walls to sway— 
She’s there to stay! 


For years her alleys rang with boisterous shout, 

An ash can filled with water beats the band, 

Until The Wall—which proved without much doubt 
A house divided ’gainst itself can stand! 

Ah, peace is grand! 


Athlete and student, brawn and greasy grind, 

All find their pigeonholes midst Parker’s scenes, 
And if sometimes the lights burn late, don’t mind, 
It’s some keen student studying Three Queens, 
(“Oh, history, he means!’’) 


Glorious sentiment clings about her roof, 
Forth from her portal many a man has gone 
To show in worthy life the living proof 
That in her aged cradle Men are born— 
It shall go on! 
Dave Thompson, ’22 
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IN THE COLLEGE LIBRARY 


In the College Library 


Step softly, for within these walls there dwell 
Immortal thoughts, and visions not a few; 
Here time is naught, and fairyland is true. 
At your desire, the shy recluse will tell 
His fondest dream, and Plato reason well. 
Make known your wish, and one will bring to you 
Poet or prophet, master old or new, 

As she of En-dor brought up Samuel. 

O stately pillared campus library, 

Fit treasury for choice and precious wares, 
Not sentiment alone, your worth endears; 
For to each one of us who from you fares 
You give of your rich lore, that you may be 
More than a memory throughout the years. 


Alice Lawry Gould, ’17 
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OPEN SESAME 


Open Sesame 


To search the very heart of things for Truth, 

Touching the secrets which all Nature holds in store, 

Eager they come, to this, an open doorway, curious 
youth, 

Who ask from day to day and year to year for more 
and more. 


To learn here how to live the most, how best to grow, 
What man is, what is matter, force and will; 

How to impart to others what they know, 

Then to go forth to serve, to give, to love it still. 


To such as you these must owe much, Majestic 
Carnegie, 

You so great-windowed, silent, full of life and light, - 

Giving back answer to the deeper mystery, 

Your magic lures them on, as well it might. 


Serene you stand, symbolic of so many things, 

Inviting those who race to meet the vision, yes, and 
those who plod, 

A court of high estate Sees only simple facts are 
kings, 

A Hall where men may walk with Science, talk with 
God. 

Charles E. Packard, °19 
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CHASE HALE RE REE ERS 


Chase Hall Reflects 


What do I do as I stand here all day 
In the selfsame way—oh, what do I do? 


I listen all day to the talk of my neighbors 
And feel extremely well paid for my labors. 


I hear the young things when they come to the post 
How they flutter and flatter, and the young men they 
boast. 


Sometimes the debaters resound through the hall; 
There’s talk about Art, there’s dancing for all. 


If I tell half the things—but I won’t, never fear— 
That come to my ears in the course of a year. 


There’s music—each night there comes from above 
Discordant renditions from someone in love. 


There’s religion and literature, Faculty Teas, 
And Jordan meets here to vivisect fleas. 


And the Big Men come here to tell all the small 
How they grew to be Big and Sagacious and Tall. 


What do I do as I stand here, you say? 
Oh, I listen away, I listen away. 


Katherine W. Worthley, °26 
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THE GRAY ATHLETIC BUILDING 


The Gray Athletic Building 


Cool and silent in the twilight, 
Waiting for the gloom to flee, 
Like a mighty giant dreaming 
Of the strength that is to be, 
Hearing now the sound of footsteps 
As the dawn-swings up the east; 
Now the massive form arises, 

In the light its size increased, 
Taking on a warmth and color 
And a pride in strength and skill; 
Fit abode of youthful vigor, 
Youthful prowess, youthful skill; 
Thus, oh great athletic building, 
May the dawns of centuries rise 
On your band of rugged children 
Lifting upward earnest eyes. 


Dorothy M. Burdett, °30 
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MEMORIES OF MOUNT DAVID 


Memories of Mount David 


Ho Mount David—are you there? 
Birds are nesting in your hair, 
Many wrinkles in your face 

For climbing feet to find a place, 
But your brow serenely fair, 
Lifted in a purer air. 


Ho Mount David—are you there? 
Are your sunsets still as fair? 

Are you still a place of peace? 
Does youth seek you for release? 
Do you send them back renewed 
From your healing solitude? 


Does a gentle spirit come 

Questing for some songbird’s home? 
Do you dream—in the night, 

While the college lights gleam bright, 
Of the many who in you 

Found a friend and prophet, too, 
Scattered now throughout the world, 
But your banner ne’er have furled? 
We like to fancy that you do— 

Any way, we dream of you! 


Nellie Jack Lynch, ex-’10 
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